{ The Brown Jug. 


} ' Introduced in The Poor Soldier. 


DEAR Si, this Brown Jag, which now founs with 
mild ale, 

(Out of which I will driak to ſweet Kate of theVale) 

Was once Toby Filpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 

As Cer drunk a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 

In boozing about, twas bis praiſe to excel; 

And amongſt jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It chanc'd as in dog days be ſat at his caſe, 
In bisflow'r-wov'n arbour, as gay as you pleaſe; 
. ale. nite Hine mans 


And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking bis clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 


T Aud he dy'd full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 

His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had reſoly'd it agaio, 

A potter found out in its covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby be made this Brown Jug. 
Now ſacred to friend{hip, to mirth, and mild ale; 

* So here's to my lovely, ſweet Kate of the Vale. 
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